
i 


Troy lus and Crefsida, 


If foulcs guide vowes-, if vowes are faniftiracnie; 

If fan&troonie be the gods'fielight: 

If there be rale in vnitieit felfe. 

This ts not (lie: O madnefle of difeourfe! 

That cade lets vp, with, and againft thy Tclfe 
By foulc anthoritic : where reafon can rcuolc 
Without perdition, and lolTc aflame all reafon. 

Withoutreuclt. This is; and isnot Crejfid : 

W ithin my foule,there doth conduce a fight 
Of this ftrange nature, that a thing inicp crace, 

Diuides more wider then the skie and earth: 

And yet the fpacious bredth of this diuiffdn, 

Admit* noOrifex for a point as fufctle. 

As Ariaclwes broken woofe to enter: 

InlfancCjO inftance! ftrong as plutoes gates: 

Crejfid, is mine, tied with the bonds of heauen; 

Inftattce ,0 inftance, ftrong as heauen it felfe : 

The bonds ofheauen are flipt,dilfolu*d ; and loos’d. 

And with another knot fiuc finger tied, 

Thefra£lionsof her faith, ortsof her loue : 

The fragments/craps,the bits, and grea7.iercliqties, 
Ofher ore-eaten faith, are bound to Diomed 
yiif. May worthy Troylpu be halte attached 
With that which here his paflion doth exprefic ? 

7 roy. iGrccke: andthac (hall be divulged well 
In Charaiflers,as red as Mays his heart 
Inflam’d with XJentu : ncuer did yong man fancy 
With fo etcrnall,and fo fixe a foulc, 

HarkeGreek: as much I doe Crejfid . loue ; 

So much by weight, hate I her Diomed 

That Slepae is mine, that hcele beare in his Helme : 

Were it a Caslce compos’d by Vulctrts skill, 

My Sword fbould bice ic : Not the dreadfull fpout, 
Which Sbipmen doe the Hurricano call, 

Conftring’d in maflc by the almighty Fcnne, 

Shall dizzic with more clamour Neptunes earc 
In his difeent 5 then fhall my prompted fword, 

Falling on Diomid. 

Ther, Heclc tickle it for his concupie, 

Troy. O Crejfid] O falfe Crifjfid'.'fslit, felfe,falfej 
Let all vneruths Rand by thy ftained name. 

And theyie feeme glorious. 

yiif. O comatneyour felfe: 

Your paflion dvavves cates hither. 

Enter mas. 

tsEne. I baue beene feeking you this houre my Lord: 
Hector by rhis is arming hint In Troy. 

A tax yowi Guard, ftaicsto conduft you home, 

Troy. Haue with you prince: my curteous Lord adew: 
Farewell rcuolted faire : and Deemed, 

Stand faft.and weare a Caflle on thy head. 

Vli. lie bring you to the Gates. 

Troj. Accept diftra&ed chankes. 

Exeunt Trejleu .tALneas ,And ZJlifes, 

Ther. Would I could meete that ro 3 guc Diomed , I 
would crokc like a Ration : I would bode,I would bode: 
Pettrocbss will giue me any thing for the intelligence of 
his whore: the Parrot will not doe more for an Almond, 
‘then he for a cbmmbdicus drab: Lechery, lechery, ftill 
warres and !echcry ; nd;hing - elfcholds fsfhion, A burning 

diucll take them. ‘ 

Enter HeBer and Andromache, 

And.Whcn was my Lord fo much vngently temper'd, 
To flop his pares againft admonifliment ? 
Vnarme,vnarmc,and docnotfight today. 

Hell. You traine me to offend you: get you gone. 



Bythecuerlafting gods,He goe. 

^,My<lrc.a.e.v,mr«„ proMomi|loo t 

Heel, No more I lay, £ ust °tl 

Cafe. Where is my brother Hector ? ' 

s And, Herefiftcr,arm’d,andbloudy i n -j nt „ 

Confort with me in loud and deere petition l** '' 
purfue we him on knees :for I haue dreams 
Of bloudy turbulence; and this whole ni c L 
H ath nothing beene but fkipes,and forn.es of fl, Uot , 
C*J}. O, ttstrue, lla ughrer. 

Hell. Ho ? bid mv Trumpet found. 

Caffl No notes offailic,forthe heauens l 
Hell. Bcgon 1 fay: the gods haue heard 
Caf The gods are deafe to hot and peeurt/ WMrc ‘ 
They are polluted offrings, moreabhord nV ° Wcs i 
Then fpocted Liuers in the facrifice. 

And. O beperfwaded, doe not count it ho! 

To hurt by being iuft; it is aslawfoll • ^ 

For we would count giue much ls v 'i„| ent . 

And rob in the bebalie of charirie. 

Caf It is the purpofc that makes flrono t {, ev 
But vowes to euery purpofc moft not hold: ' ,7C ’ 
Vnatme fweete Heitor. 

Hell. Hold you fttll I fay; 

Mine honour kcepes the weather ofmyf at (.. 

Life euery man holds deere, but the deere man 
Holds honor farre more precious,deere,then life 
Enter Trojlm. 

How now yong man ? mean’ft thou to fight today? 
And. Catfandra, call my father topcrf.vade. 1 

Hell. No faith yo^Trejhes- dofcd^"^. 
Iamtodaytch’vaineofChiualrie: 

Let grow thy Sinews till their knots be (Irons; 

And tempt nor yet the bruflie* of tire wane. “* 
Vnarroc thee, goe;and doubt thou not braueboy. 
lie ft and to day, for thee,and mc.and Troy. ’ 1 ■ 

Troy. Brother,ypu haue a vice of mercy in yon; 
Which better fits a I.yon,then a man. 

Hell. What vice is that? good Troyhtt chide me for it, 
Troy. When many times the captiueGrecijiifals, 
Euen in the fanne and winde of your faire Sword; 

You bid them rife,and Hue, 

Heel. O ’tis faire play, 

Troy. Fooles play, by heauen Heitor , 

Held, How now ? how now? 

Troy. For th’loucofall the gods 
Let’s lcauc the Hermit Pitty with our Mothers; 

And when we haue our Armors buckled on, 

The venom’d vengeance ride vpon ourfwords, 

Spur them to ruthfull worke,reinethem fromruth. 
Hell, 4 Fie fauage, fie. 

Troy. Heitori then *tis warres. 

Hell. Troyluf, 1 would not haue you fight to day. 
Troy. Who fhould wirh-hold me ? 

Not fate,obedience,nor the hand of Mars, 

Bcckning with fierie critnchion my retire; 

Not Priamtu ,and Hecuba on knees; 

Their eyes ore-galled with rccourfe of tea ret; 

Nor you my brocher,with your true fsvord drawne 
Oppof’d to hinder me,fhould flop my way: 

,But by my mine. 

Enter Priam and Cajfandra, 

Cajf. Lay hold vpon him Priam, hold hirafafli 
He is thy crutch; now if thou loofe thy flay, 

Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee. 




Fall 


Troy lus and Crefsida, 


Fll ii° S ComeAy^r,comc,goebackc: 

t r c hath dreampt s thy mother hath had vinons 5 
H M Jra doth forefee; and 1 my felfe, 

2 f like 3 Prophet fuddcnly em ape, 

..II thee that this day is ominous: 
pore come backe 
1 rr f # t /£neas \s a field, 

. n(1 r do (land engag’d to many Greekcs, 

Caen in the faith of valour, to appeare 

This morning to them. 

pnam. 1, but thou {hale nor goe, 

Ucd. I muftnot breakemy faith: 

You know me dutifull, therefore dcare fir, 

L me not (hamc refpetf; but giue me lcauc 
r C ake that courfe by your conient and voice, 

\Vhich yon doC ^ crc forbid me,Royall Priam . 

Csf O Priam ,yecldc not to him. 

Doe not deere father. 

Pled. Andromache I am offended with you : 

Vpon the louc you bcarc me, get you in. 

^ Exit Andromache. 

froj t Tbisfoolifh,dreaming,fuperftitiousgirle. 
Makes all thefe bodements. 

C 41 O farewell^eere Hcttor : 

LookchoW thou diert; lookc how thy eye turnes pale : 
Looke how thy wounds doth bleede at many vents 
Harke how Troy roares; how Hecuba cries out; 
Howpoore Andromache fhrih her dolour forth; 

Behold diftraftiou, freime,aud amazement. 

Like witlcffe Ancickes one another meetc. 

And all cry Hcolor. Hectors dead: O Hettor J 
Troj. Away,away. 

Caf. Farewell :yes,foft Hettor I take my leauc; 

Thou do*ft thy felfe,and all our Troy dcceiue# Exit, 

Hed. Vou are amaz’d,my Liege, at her cxclaime: 

Got in and cheere the Townc, weele forth and fight: 

Doe deedes ofpraife, and tell you them at night. 

Prt*m. Farewell: the gods with tafecic ftand about 
thee. Alarum. 

Troj. They are at it, harke: proud Diomed , bclceue 
Icome to loofe my arrne, or winne my fleeue. 

Enter Pandar • 

Pand. Doe you hcare my Lord ? do you hcare? 

Troj. What now? 

Pand. Here’s a Letter come from yond poorc girle. 
Troj. Let me rcade. 

Pand. A whorfon tifickc, a whorfon rafcally tificke, 
fo troubles me; and the foolifh fortune of this girle, and 
what one thing, what another, that I fhall leaue you one 
o’th’s dayes ;and I haue a rheume in mine eyes too; and 
fuchanachcinmybones; thatvnleffea man werecurli, 

I cannot tell what to.thinkc on’e. What fayes (hec 
there ? 

Troj, Words, vvords,mcere words, no matter from 
thcheart; 

Th cffcftuoch operate another way. 

Gocwinde to wmde,cberc turne and change together: 
vly loue with words and errors ftill fhc feedes; 

Sue edifici another with her deedcs. 

Pand. Why, but hcare you t 

Troj, Hence brother lackie ; ignomie and fhame 

urfuethy life,and hue aye with thy name. 

A Lamm, Exeunt • 


Enter Therjites in excurfion, 

Ther ♦ Now they are clapper-clawing one another ,He 
goelookeon :that diffcmbhng abhominable varlct£>r<? 
mede, has got that fame feuruie, doting, foolifh yong 
knauesSlecue of Troy,there in his Helme: 1 would fainc 
fee them meet; that,that lame yong 1 roian affe,thacloues 
the whore there, might fend that Greekifh whore-mai- 
fterly villaine, with the Slecue, backe to the diflcmbling 
luxurious drabbe,of a flecucleffcerranc.O’th’tocher lidc, 
the pollicieofthofecraftiefwcaringrafcais; that ftolc 
old Moufe-eaten dry cheefc, Ncfior: and that fame dog- 
foxe Vhjfes' is not pr<du’d worth a Black-berry. They fet 
me vp in pollicy, thatmungrill curr cAiax, againft that 
dogge of as bad a ki nde,Achilles. And now is the curie 
Atax prouder then the curr cAchtUes^ and will not arcnc 
today. Whereupon, the Grecians began to prociaime 
barbarifme; and pdlicic growes into an ill opinion. 

£ntcr Diomed and 7 royltu • 

Sofr,hcre comei Sleeue,anu th other. 

Troy. Flye not: for fhould’ft thou take the Riuer Stix, 
I would fwim after. 

Diom. Thou do ft mifcall retire; 

I doe not flye; but aduantagious care 
Withdrew me from the oddes of multitude : 

Haue at thee? 

7 her. Hold thy whore Grecian : now for thy whotc 
Troian: Now the Sleeue,now the Sleeue. 

Euter Heitor . 

Held, What art thou GreekPart thou forHeCtors match? 
Art thou of b!oud,and honour ? 

Ther. No, no : I am a rafcall: a fcuruie railing knaue; 
a very filthy roague. 

Held, I doebelceue thee, liue. 

Ther. God a mercy,that chou wilt bcleeue me; but a 
plague breake thy necke—for frighting me : what's be 
come of the wenching rogues ? I chinkc they haue 
fwallowed one another. 1 would laugh at that mirx 
cle yet in a fort,lccherie cates it felfe; lie feeke them. 

Exit . 

Enter Diomed and Servants, 

Dior Goe,goe,my leruanc,take thou Trojltu Horfe| 
Prefect the faire Steedc to my Lady Cnffidi 
Fellow, commend rr.y feruice to her beauty; 

Tell her,I haue chaftif’d the amorous Troyam 
And am her Knight by proofe. 

Ser. 1 goe my Lord. Enter Agamemnon, 

Aga. Renew^rencw^he fierce Potidamus 
Hath bcatc downc Menon :baftard Margarelon 
Hath Dorens prifoner. 

And ftands Caloflus-wifc wauing his beame. 

Vpon the pafhed courfes of the Kings: 

Eptflropw and Cedw, Polixines is (laine; 

AmphimacWj and Thom deadly hurt; 

Patroclm cane or fl»ine,and Valamedes 
Sore hurt and bruifed; the dreadfull Sagitcary 
Appauls our numbers,hafte w cDiomcd 
To rc-cnforcement, or we penfb all. 

Enter Ncft of. 

Neft. Goe beare Patroclw body to Achilles % 

And bid the fnaile-pac’d Atax armc for fhame; 

There is a thoufand Heitors in the field: 

Now here he fights on GaUthe his Horfe, 

And there lacks worke: ano the s there a foote^ 

And there they flye or dye, like fcaicd fculs. 






















































































